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Heatwave 


Author's Notes: 

Very old fic I've re-written to the best of my memory. One of my favorites that | lost in a computer death. 
Was originally requested by a friend who wished to read some fluffy sex with a praise kink, ‘hands free’ 
orgasm, and dominant Keith. ---- Takes place right after a photo session at Tara (Keith's pyramid house). Sex 
without plot! *tosses confetti* 


No one was more thankful for the shoot to be over than John. He was sweating heavier than a pig in a 
slaughterhouse, and as much as he joked that ‘beauty was pain, the bassist was sure he now truly understood 
the meaning. 


While he normally would've taken care to hang his jacket upon a coat rack or drape it across the back of a 
chair, the Ox had nearly ripped it off. The offending denim was tossed onto the floor, and his shirt soon 
followed. John was positive that even if he had been able to strip down to nothing but his bones he would still 
be too hot. Where ever his clothing landed on the way to Keith's bedroom, was where they would stay. 


He was sure Keith's cats would find the discarded clothing and lie on it, but that was a problem for future 
John. Present John was hot and gave not a single fuck. Not even the tiniest of fucks could be found. 


John collapsed upon the bed once he had made it up to Keith's bedroom. Right away he began fighting with his 
belt buckle, tugging at it so that he could get to the snaps for his overly tight trousers. 


Fuckin’ hell, John These are practically painted on, ain't they? Can't even wear anything under ‘em. Keith 
commented as he sat next to his bassist. He was positive the concern came out within his voice, and made no 


attempt to hide it. 


"Mmh," John sighed, thankful to have the belt buckle no longer digging into his stomach or the trousers 
squeezing his hips like a vice. "Beauty is pain, luv, just as | said this morning." 


"There's nothing beautiful ‘bout this," Keith's fingers traced a deep, painful red line the clothing had made upon 
his better half's hip. "This can't be good for you." 


"Stop being a worry wart and help me out of these already," John complained. "It's hotter than Satan's 
arsecrack" As if being completely nude would do anything to help when the entirety of Keith's house was a 
few degrees warmer than outside. 


"Patience, darling." Keith yet again traced the marks, gently rubbing at an exceptionally deep one about an inch 
above where John's pubic hair began. The near perfect horizontal indent, no doubt from the belt buckle, looked 


deep enough to leave a bruise. 


"Keith," John groaned again, now trying to wriggle away. "| need these off My legs feel like they're drenched 
with sweat and that isn't a good feeling. At this point my inner thighs are probably chafed." 


"Fine, fine, fine," the younger of the pair rolled his eyes as he got up to aid John with his fashion dilemma. 
"You're more impatient than Daltrey." With a bit of difficulty Keith managed to pull the offensive article of 
clothing off and toss it to the floor. John wouldn't have had time to complain even if he wanted to, as the 
younger musician was on him in an instant. Had he not been surprised, John may have made a joke about Keith 


being a Leo in a Virgo's disguise. 


John fell backward with a soft, surprised gasp, and Keith took that opportunity to lock his lips with his 
bassist's. Hands found his better half's, and the drummer pinned them to the sheets high above his head. John 
knew the position couldn't have been comfortable for Keith, but didn't bother to complain. 


With a bit of difficulty Keith straddled the older musician's hips, denim clad ass pressed up against bare skin 
As to be expected, it didn't take long for John's desire to spark Though, to be fair, his significant other could 


just smile at him and he'd begin to feel hot in more ways than one. 


John could never grow tired of dominant Keith; they were long past those early days of shyness and 


reservation. Rarely did he penetrate the bassist, but the times Keith did, John felt the most divine pleasure of 


all. Nothing else could compare. 
The kisses, soft and gentle, soon turned hungry and primal. 


John could taste the champagne upon Keith as his own mouth was explored He wondered if the drummer could 


in turn taste the coke and bourbon he'd been drinking not so long ago. 

At some point Keith had let his hands go, which was undoubtedly a bad idea. One found its way under the 
younger man's shirt, nails teasing his fuzzy belly before heading up to its prize. A thumb brushed over his 
nipple, and Keith moaned quietly into his better half's mouth. A pinch earned John a soft hitch of breath. 


Keith's blue Levi's were just as tight as John's leather trousers had been, and so he could see the outline of 


an erection well before he'd felt it pressed against him. 

"Well now.. someone's excited, aren't they?" John teased, voice a seductive purr. 

"You be quiet!" The reply was snappy, but both knew it was in good fun 

"Are you going to make me?" John couldn't help but grin like the Cheshire cat as their game began 
"Just might in a minute or two." 

"I'd like to see you try." John knew damn well Keith would take the bait. 


"IIl make sure you know why they call you the ‘Quiet One'," Keith shot back. John disliked the nickname and 
they both knew it. He wasn't quiet. Everybody else was too bloody loud! 


"You won't," John pouted. "You're all bark an‘ no bite." 

‘If | bite you, you'll cry about it like a little girl” 

Sometimes they bickered like an old married couple in bed. It was their way of riling each other up, a fun bit 
of verbal foreplay. Eventually one of them would break, and oftentimes it was Keith. But sometimes.. sometimes 


it wasn't. 


‘Mmhh.. nope. You're a right liar and we both know it. | don't cry when you bite me. Moan and beg, maybe. But 


not cry." 


"Ah hah! Reverse psychology, my darling!” Keith exclaimed, having stolen the Cheshire smile his other half had 


been wearing just moments ago. 


"It ain't reverse psychology when | was trying to get you to do it in the first place, Moonie," John rolled his 


eyes with exaggerated annoyance. 


"Well then." Keith sat back on his ankles which put all of his weight on John's hips. "Now | ain't gonna do it. See 
how you like thai, Oxy." 


Dramatically the dyed brunette sighed. "Whatever shall | do..? My love won't give me what | soooo desperately 
want!" Just for good measure he draped an arm over his eyes, like the pictures he'd seen of ladies on fainting 


couches. 


"Guess I'll just have to put my mouth to use some other way to teach you a lesson for being a drama queen, 


Oxy." 
In an instant Keith was between John's thighs, hands on his hips and fingers gently rubbing at the fading, 
offensive lines. Kisses were peppered along inner thighs, his five o'clock shadow tickling along John's sweat 


soaked skin. 


Talented fingers trailed down slowly to soft, sandy brown curls John kept trimmed neatly. Further down Keith's 
other hand went until he could cup the older musician's balls. John felt his breath hitch in response, but 


otherwise stayed quiet and filled with suspense. He knew what was coming and couldn't wait. 


As Keith continued to decorate John's thighs with kisses and massage his balls, his free hand ran its fingers 


through his pubic hair teasingly. Just mere centimeters from a very, very obvious erection 


The youngest of the group was a master at teasing. He'd always said he had learned from the best, and John 


couldn't lie - it was incredibly validating and a wonderful ego boost he didn't realize he needed. 
"Keith." John eventually found his voice, hips lifting just the slightest bit off of the bed. "I need more, please." 


“All in due time, luv." There was a trill to his voice, and for some reason that made the Ox's arousal spike 


more than if Keith had finally touched him. 


The teasing continued with soft kisses to John's thighs while a hand rubbed at the marks on his hips and 
stomach. which the bassist soon realized were no longer from the belt and trousers. Those weren't in the 
right place. Instead, Keith was tracing the ‘tiger stripes’ as they were affectionately called, the same way 


someone would lovingly caress their partner's back while consoling them. 


John was embarrassed by the marks. He hated them. He found them to be disgusting and wished he could be 
rid of them. Men shouldn't have stretch marks, he'd complained the first time Keith mentioned they looked like 
tiger stripes. Keith had replied with something silly along the lines of 7 lke cats and I ike you. That means I get 
my two favorite things together,’ which had put a stop to that argument early on. 


"You're beautiful, Johnny." Their gaze locked, the younger musician's expression as genuine as could be. He was 
truly a horrible liar, those pretty brown eyes always gave him away. "You don't need flashy clothes or fancy 


jewels to make you attractive. You're perfect just the way you are." 


No one had ever made John feel like Keith did. No fan, male or female, and no partner, wife or girlfriend, had 
ever made John feel so loved and so attractive. He never liked admitting that he struggled with his self image, 
but Keith somehow seemed to know. Keith always knew what to say, and when to say it. 


"So, so beautiful." A series of kisses were placed up along his better half's inner thighs. "| love every part of 


you," another trail of kisses. "You're perfect as you are, no matter what anyone says, Johnny." 


John's cock, still hard and flushed red from being ignored, pulsed ever so often. Whether it was the soft 
affection or the loving words furthering his arousal, he couldn't be sure. Perhaps it was a bit of both. 


"So handsome, so sweet.. | love the way you Touch me, and | love the way you say my name." More kisses, still 


along the chafed and sensitive skin of John's inner thighs. "I love you. All of you" 


A single drop of precome, crystal clear and thick, sat so neatly upon the tip of John’s erection. The small bead 
threatened to slide down from its perch with each slight pulse of his cock 


"l'Il keep telling you every day until you believe me, If | have to." Keith meant it, and John knew he was serious. 
He hadn't missed a day since they'd first slept together. Even if it was only over the phone, he'd still spoken 
the words to the beautiful bassist laid out before him. 


When the bead of precome finally did drip down to run along the underside of John's rigid member, Keith had 
leaned in to slowly lick it up. His tongue was warm, wet, velvety smooth and just the perfect amount of 
friction. Not too much, not too little. He'd licked a perfect stripe up the underside of his other half's hardness, 
ending with a soft kiss to the tip. Lips caressed the glans so softly, so sweetly that John had to grip the 


sheets in order to keep from arching up against Keith's waiting mouth. 


Another kiss, another, and one more for good measure. John's cock softly twitched with each, offering more 


precome which Keith was all too happy and eager to clean away. 


The entire while Keith was giving John’s arousal the royal treatment, his hands were still teasing the innermost 
parts of the bassist's thighs, and massaging his heavy balls. It'd been a while, he could tell. John was always so 
much more responsive when he hadn't come for a few days. 


Talented fingers explored his sac, pressing and rubbing along the area just behind it. John had always been 


quite fond of deep tissue massage, especially when it came to his more sensitive bits. 


‘Mmhh.. Keith," John's breath came out as a shuddering whimper, "I need more.. please.” His pleading always 
sounded so sweet to the younger musician, the bassist's voice never failing to cause a shiver to run down his 


spine. 


Again Keith's tongue found John's cock, swirling over and round the glans with precision and delicacy. The Ox 


was sure he could come from that alone, should his partner choose not to advance any further. But, at long 


last a final kiss developed into a fulfillment of his request. 


Down Keith went, oh so slowly taking every last bit of John's erection with flawless effort. He swallowed 
around the rigid length before coming back up, teeth gently grazing the tender arousal. 


John could hardly believe it was actually happening. Keith made him feel so loved, so desired, both in and out of 
the bedroom. Just what made him so lucky, he wondered. What had he done to allow the gods to smile upon 
him and gift him with such a loving, sweet partner? Keith never made a single comment about John's weight, 


for which he considered himself incredibly lucky. 


Keith's nose met the soft brown curls once more, and John felt a quiet gasp catch in his chest. He was by no 
means ‘monstrous’ in size, but had impressive length and girth. It was rare he found anyone able to take it all 
to the hilt with such ease. It was uncomfortable, he knew it had to be, so he always paid Keith back 

handsomely. „even if the younger musician insisted he wasn’t owed anything, and he'd done it out of love, just 


as John did for him. 


It was not long before John's fingers were gently combing through naturally dark tresses, curling in and barely 
pulling anytime an exceptionally sensitive spot upon his erection was caressed. Often times the bassist lost the 
ability to form proper words, and thus relied on actions to get his point across. Actions spoke louder than 


words anyways, didn't they. 


It wasn't much longer before John softly tugged at his partner's hair properly, the universal signal for tm 
close’ He'd have used his words, but the Ox couldn't remember how to speak right at that moment. 


It was with a bit of regret that Keith decided to pull off. John’s cock was swollen, the tip a beautiful, yet 
needy and desperate shade of red. 


"You want more, luv?" Keith's voice was low, husky and unintentionally - or perhaps intentionally? John wasn't 
sure - dripping with lustful aggression. The kind one might display when they have full control of the scene, 
when they were so dedicated to their part they would forget they were even playing a role to begin with. 


"Please, Keith, please," John panted as he gripped the sheets so hard his knuckles turned white. His thighs 
parted a bit wider, knees bending to offer himself the same way Keith had done for him countless times. 


Keith was all too happy to fulfill the request, slicking two fingers up in a mixture of his saliva and his other 
half's precome. The index was used to gently tease the bassist's entrance, circling but not yet pressing into 
him. Only when John pushed back against him did Keith relent, taking care not to go too quick. 


John's head tipped back with a quiet groan, his throat on full display. Keith wished he wasn't seated between 
the bassist's thighs so he could kiss, bite, and suck upon the unintentional offering. The five o'clock shadow 
John was showing didn't match the rest of his beard and sideburns, which had been dyed to match his hair. He 
found it amusing yet also beautiful how well John kept himself groomed. He truly did prioritize his appearance, 


didn't he. 


Fingers pressed in further, twisted, scissored, and teased. John, while he had been expecting it, was still caught 
off guard. Another soft moan escaped him, and he thrust his hips forward in an attempt to get more. 


Keith's fingers curled upwards without warning and John swore he saw stars. A gentle, shuddering gasp left his 
parted lips, and his cock throbbed from the surge of unexpected pleasure. 


He had never been able to come from penetration alone, and Keith knew it. It would be so cruel of him to 
continue teasing his other half, but it was always so thrilling to pull the desperate, needy cries from the 
otherwise sexually quiet Ox. It was such a shame he wasn't more vocal in bed. 


Keith would gladly massage and tease John's prostate all night if given the chance. John was quite aware, and 
while he didn't want to complain - because it always felt so incredibly good, god dammit - his cock was so 
hard it hurt. The arousal he felt was burning him up like a wildfire from the inside, the heat so much more 


warm than he already was on the outside. 


John needed to come. He needed it so, so fucking badly! He wondered for just a moment if Keith had forgotten 
he was unable to finish without being touched.? It had been quite some time since they had last swapped roles, 


to be fair. 


"Keith," the Ox whimpered quietly, sexual frustration so elegantly woven into his better half's name. He was a 


complete mess, precome practically flowing like water by that point. "Please... please, Keith." John couldn't 


articulate, couldn't find the words he desired. He wanted, no, needed Keith to touch him! 


Unfortunately the gentle begging was only answered with a third finger being pressed into him. John gasped, 
breath having caught in his chest once more. He pushed back against the probing digits, his thigh muscles 
tensing with the electric shock from pre-orgasm shivers. Dear fucking christ almighty. He was close. So close. 
He wanted, no, needed to come. He needed it so badly! But they both knew it was not going to happen unless he 


received at least something to his straining erection 


Just a single touch; one finger running along the underside, swiping over the head or tracing invisible patterns 


over his shaft.. anything. John would take anything! 


Keith had spent the past decade watching John play his vast collection bass guitars. He had watched his other 
half practically make love to the instruments, stimulating and manipulating their strings with his elegant, 
rimble, flexible fingers. 


Tonight he decided to take a page from the lovely dyed brunette's book, and quickly tapped against the bundle 
of nerves. Already he could feel John shuddering underneath him, could feel his body tightening around his 

fingers. He was close, so fucking close. Keith wanted to place his lips upon the oh so inviting erection, he wanted 
to kiss and lick it until John was screaming his name. He wanted John to come in his mouth, and he wanted to 


drink all he had to offer. But he resisted. 


Keith wanted to help the man of his dreams into his first hands free orgasm; he wanted to show John just 
how wonderful and pleasurable it could be. He wanted to return that same pleasure John had blessed him with 


countless times. 


This point was as far as they had ever managed to get. Either Keith's hand would cramp up, or John would 


become so frustrated he would be driven to tears. 


When his fingers began to grow tired, Keith switched back to rubbing quick and firm circles upon John's 
prostate. His hand was already threatening to cramp up, but he'd be damned before he stopped. 


"IFs okay," Keith purred quietly. "Just relax, it's fine if you can't come, luv," he said sweetly. "There's no 
pressure here" This wasn't the first time they had tried, and John knew it wouldn't be their last. He was so 
very appreciative of the younger musician's attempts to give him the same delicious pleasure, but while he 


was hopeful tonight might be the first time, John wouldn't allow himself to get his hopes up. 


John hadn't responded to Keith's gentle encouragement, he was too entranced in the pleasure, too caught up 
and so incredibly close. He couldn't remember the last time he felt this fucking good. He was right on the edge, 
at the very brink. 


Keith gave an unusually hard press of his fingers by accident while he had adjusted the position of his wrist. 
At first he was worried he had hurt his other half, as John had given a near pained groan. Keith was prepared 
to apologize when it finally happened. The incredibly powerful and involuntary clench of John's muscles upon his 


fingers caused him to bite back the words, in exchange for encouragement. 


"That's it, luv," he whispered sweetly. "You can do it. Come for me." Another hard press was paired with even 
sweeter words, "you're doing so well, John. l'm so proud of you for sticking this out and not giving up." He was 


at the point of no return, and Keith refused to ruin or deny John's impending climax. "You sound so good.” 


His muscles threatened to keep Keith from continuing, clenching so hard it hurt. John's cock throbbed wildly 
and he pushed back against his other half's fingers, effectively fucking himself upon them. He had remained at 
the ‘point of no return’ for what felt like hours, just mere moments from finally achieving completion, 


teetering on the edge so dangerously. 


And once it did finally happen, his orgasm was powerful; easily the strongest he had ever had More often than 
not, John's come flowed out like slow moving lava, but tonight he had come so hard, with so much force it had 


surprised even Keith when John had managed to get it up on his chest. 


Keith's wrist ached, his fingers had nearly gone numb but he continued to work the gorgeous bassist over. He 
refused to stop, not until John was properly milked of everything he had, and his inner walls had stopped 
massaging his fingers. Oh how he wished it was his cock John was gripping.. 


He had never come so much in his life, and John was sure he had finally experienced the true definition of the 


word ‘euphoria: When at long last he had enough, he weakly squirmed away, thighs having closed tight and 


muscles clenching around the fingers still within him. John couldn't remember how to speak, and didn't even 


attempt to. 


Keith was incredibly aroused, his own erection painfully pressed up near the fly for his Levi's. The front was 
stained a deep navy blue from his precome and he would be surprised if he could even get his cock out 
without coming all over himself. He put that thought on the back burner as he nuzzled John's neck 


affectionately, and offered sweet words. 
"So good," he whispered, his breath coming in quiet shudders. "You did so well, Johnny. So proud of you." 


It took several moments for John to regain his bearings, but once he had, he pulled Keith even closer to him. 
"Thank you," he purred quietly and peppered the brunette's face with kisses. "You were wonderful, luv." He 
wanted to sing Keith's praises even more, but words were difficult. 


"John," the younger musician whimpered, “Johnny. I'm so fucking hard," he panted while pressing himself up 
against the bassist's bare hip. It didn't take long for John to jump into action, a hand working between them to 
quickly pull down the zip and unlatch the button for Keith's jeans. It hadn't surprised him to find his other half 


wasn't wearing underwear. 


His hand cupped the underside of Keith's erection, gently pressing it up against the drummer's body. It was 
slick with sticky, warm precome but John didn't mind. He quite enjoyed the sensation, truth be told His hand 
gently caressed the rigid, pulsing member once, twice, a third time before properly wrapping his hand around 


it. 


In return, it didn't take long for Keith to begin thrusting into the bassist's warm hand like an animal in heat. 
John was careful to avoid making too much contact with Keith's tip; he knew the younger musician became 
much too sensitive to have it stimulated when he was so highly aroused. Instead, he focused on the underside, 


thumb rubbing gentle circles along the area just under the glans. 


While he wanted to tease and take his time just as Keith had done for him, John also knew one wrong move 
could either send his other half over the edge early, or right into over stimulation It was a delicate line to 


walk, the balance having been practiced over and over again 


John knew Keith needed to feel close to him - as if the younger musician quite literally clinging to him wasn't 
obvious enough - and as such did all he could to provide that. Kisses along the drummer's neck, cheeks, and to 


his lips. His own soft whispers of encouragement followed, of which John was not nearly as talented. 


When Keith had finally begun begging so softly, panting and whispering for his orgasm, John did not hesitate to 
grant the request. His grip tightened, the pace quickened and lost all rhythm. Tighter on the upstroke, still 
careful to avoid the tip. 


Keith's orgasm crashed down upon him like a tidal wave while he fucked the hand stimulating him with wild 
abandon. John's free hand gently caressed his bandmate's back, soothing and delicately while offering more 


sweet words of encouragement, just as he had been gifted not long ago. 
"That's it, come for me," John purred. "Just relax, I've got you.” 


When at long last Keith was finished, he buried his face into John's neck, much like a cat. "Mmh... was good, 


Oxy. 
"As were you, Moonie." His clean hand ran through the younger musician's hair idly. 


"| meant what | said," Keith sighed, content to lay with John for the rest of forever, if only the universe would 


allow it. 


"What do you mean?" John hesitated, wondering if Keith would say it again While he would never admit it, 


desperately wanted to hear Keith's sweet, declarations of love yet again 
"You're beautiful. You don't need flashy clothes, and you're perfect just the way you are, Johnny." 


When John didn't immediately respond, Keith pulled away just long enough to gaze up at his other half. "I mean 
it," he repeated. "I love you, and you're perfect. My handsome, perfect Ox." As if to emphasize himself, he 
placed a kiss to his better half's forehead. "And | meant it when | said I'll say it every day if it means you'll 
finally believe me." Another kiss, to his furry cheek. "I haven't missed a day yet have |, John?" 


"No, you haven't" 

"And | don't intend to. Now, how about we get cleaned up and then go cool off in the pool?" Before John could 
object, Keith placed a quick kiss to the tip of his nose. "No one else is here. But even if they were, they 
wouldn't object and wouldn't say anything about you, | promise." 

"But, I--" 

"You what, Ox? You're the most beautiful, most handsome and attractive man I've ever seen" 

John had to resist hiding his face in his hands. 

"Don't you dare compare yourself to Roger, Pete, or anyone else." Another kiss, this time to John’s lips. "If | 
have to worship your body as if you are Adonis, then I'll gladly do so. l'll worship you all damned day and night, 
if it means you'll believe me." 

John wanted to argue, but Keith cut him off again. 

"IF | didn't love you, if | didn't find you attractive, do you really think I'd sleep with you?" Keith asked, wriggling 


out of his bassist's arms so he could sit up. "Have you ever seen me chase someone unattractive?" A short 
pause. "And don't say Kim, | already know she ain't your type." 


Keith had a good point, John couldn't argue. His attention fell to the sheets, and he picked at a loose thread idly. 


The embarrassment he felt left him feeling warm again, but in a different way he couldn't quite explain 


"Now, what say you we get cleaned up?" Keith asked while reaching out to tip the other musician's head up, 


"Maybe I'll have to worship you out by the pool, yeah?" 

Just the idea had John feeling even warmer all over again, a soft flush coloring his cheeks once more. 
"Mmh... | think my Ox has a praise kink," Keith mused. 

"maybe just a little bit" John didn't resist hiding his face this time. 

"Well then, | think I'll just have to double my praise and words of love to you every day, won't |?" 
John couldn't lie, that sounded absolutely divine. "yes, please." 


"That's a good boy." Keith gently pulled John's hands away so he could place another kiss to his forehead. "Now, 
let's finally go get cleaned up." 


John didn't bother to continue putting up a fight. Being ‘worshiped’ poolside sounded quite divine.. 


